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"Certainly.'5 Antonius was pleased to escape for a while
from the despairing effort to memorise the speech he had
laboriously fabricated. He had a slight headache. Curse
Gaius and his parties.

Antonius came down from his curule chair and accom-
panied Trefoonius towards the vestibule. Over a doxen of
the conspirators had joined Cimber and were clustered about
Caesar, More were coming into the open space. Cimber
was holding forth, gesticulating, his voice rapidly becoming
uncontrolled, as he pleaded that Carsar should repeal his
brother's banishment. The fool* thought Brutus, he's losing
his head, he'll scream in a moment.

Caesar, who had glanced round at the group, noticed the
rising violent intonation of Cimber. At first he put U down
to the man's emotions as he spoke on his brother's behalf,
then he felt that the voice had an ovmirrss tuit so easily
explained. He turned a sharp scrutiny upon Cimber, who
faltered and stopped in mickst*nicner, Dccimus Brutus had
the readiness to take up the plea, hut even in his voice Gasar
detected a nagging note of hardness* Hit men pushed
closer. Caesar sensed to the full thr, inexplicable excitement
in their air and manner, their voices,

"Stand back,*5 he said, rising*

They drew back, quietened, and then began all speaking
at once. They felt the hush like a lightning-stroke exposing
their inmost selves. They were terrified. Cast a edged round
towards the side* Caesar stared again at Cimber and then
at Decimus Brutus. He felt the presence of a tremendous
danger, and his brain worked quickly. The conspirators
were momentarily appalled by his glance. Never had they
seen such vultursne fierceness in his eyes; they felt like
crucified men at whom birds and the pitiless beaks of light
are tearing. They shrank still further back, and it was all
Cimber couid do to stop himself from falling on die ground,
grovelling, crying for mercy* But the firm hand of Dccimus
Brutus was laid on his back. He pressed forwards again,
almost foaming; his torrgue slavered* There was a swaying
movement among the group, as each man strove to push
the other in front of himself. One and all they fought against
impulse to run, to abandon the enterprise, to cry out in